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The glass hit the ground in that earth shattering manner that brings everything to a grinding halt. Slows 
everything, and mutes all the background noise. People stood, pausing in curiosity to look at the cat-fight thatd 
been building all tour. Two broads finally hashing it out, and the break their petty hisses broke the silence of 


one other. 


‘Goddammit, Joe!" Reeling, the bassist had finally snapped along with the two house wives. Poised with the 


monotonous, placid poke face, the guitarist didn't even blink. OF course, on the inside, he was beginning to boil. 
The blond, frustrated, started at the man. Before he could even lay hands on him, Joe grabbed the other's 
shirt and pulled him down. "Fuck off." Growling, he released the blond The two women had taken a break to awe 


at the men. 


"This is your fault." Tom snarled back, lips curling back, beginning to resemble an animal. 


‘My fault?" Snorting, Joe shook his head. "F you kept your hag on a leash, this wouldn't of happened" 
In retaliation, Terry and Elyssa were back at it. 


Tom blinked, shockingly surprised at the words the man spit. Struggling for words, he cleared his throat. "Fuck 
you!" 


Chuckling, Joe threw his hands up in mock defeat. As he turned, he turned his hands into birds as he walked 
off. In the background, the two girls started waving their arms. 


Fuck ‘em all. 


Rounding the corner, a disapproving singer stood in his way with arms cross. Staring vehemently at the 


guitarist, his narrowed eyes were met with a blank stare. 

"You need to apologize." Tone was dripping with order, and hoping the man would yield. 

Blinking, Joe gave Steven his ‘are-you-fucking-kidding-me' expression he wore too well. '/ don't have to do shit." 
‘Joe, you wil-" 


‘Leave me alone." Voice threatening, the words bit harshly in the others words, finishing the line for the singer. 


The Italian scowled in some form of warning to lay off. 
"You know what, Im sick of you being a dick" Again with this loss of word bullshit, Jesus H. 


Rolling his eyes, his hand rose and waved Steven off. '/ fucking mean it" He stepped to Joe. "Cut the shit." The 


singer had gone into that mode of ‘I'm right all of you are wrong". 

Pushing Steven, Joe stepped back, huffing. Steven almost doubted that he was just pushed. Instead, he huffed 
back with an ugly sneer."How about you tucking get off my dick, and put all the other assholes in line. Hah?" He 

kept walking, as Steven was beginning to stumble backwards. He was trying to stand ground, by stopping. Like 

hell he would let Joe intimidate him. 

"Take you ego and shove it up your ass." Keeping his voice low, it added to the rasp and halfed threat. 

‘Me, shove my ego, up my ass?" He began to laugh. 


Eyes staring in disbelief, he made his gaze scrutinizing. The fuck. 


‘Man, if you think Im the fuckin’ problem. Take a look at yourself in the mirror.” Pointing accusingly, Joe got 


closer and poked the mans chest. 


Slapping his hand away, the singer back up. He took this to heart, and it was directed at his heart. He knew it. 


"Don't fuckin’ touch me." 


Snorting, Joe just looked at the singer with a leveling stare. ‘Fine. Hi just go elsewhere." Moving forward, he 
brushed by the other. 


Wait, what. 
Whirling around, Steven metaphorically reached out. "Go fo hell." 
‘Later." Continuing, coldness had tinted his voice. 


Although, he hadn't blown up like one would think, it still left Steven dumbfounded. More than he'd show, and 


way more than he wanted to admit. 


